yvingston.    I'll pay you fifty dollars for the performance."
The Livingstons were in an uproar over Gabrielle's radio debut.
" This family! " exclaimed Jimmy. " Always jumping from cliff to
cliff."
" Well, there's no yawning in mid-air," said James.
Gabrielle had never looked lovelier than she did on the night of the
broadcast. She wore a simple black gown, her only ornament a heavy
gold cross on an equally heavy chain, both of which had belonged
to the first Gabrielle.
There was no studio audience. For this she was grateful. Strangely
enough, she had no desire to have Jeffry present. He had not been
enthusiastic about her broadcast. Gabrielle was at a loss to understand
why he should wish her to go abroad to study, yet resent her singing
on a radio programme. Why couldn't he have reacted as Rufus had?
Just before dinner, Rufus had called her on the telephone to wish her
luck, and to say that he would be listening to her.
But Jeffry had taken her to the studio, pressed her hand, and said,
" I'll have to dash to get to your house in time. Shall I pick you up
here? "
" No," Gabrielle replied, vaguely upset by his attitude. " Wait for
me at home. I'll take a taxi."
As she took her place at the microphone, she had the old topsy-turvy
feeling in the pit of her stomach.    She had not experienced it at all
^during her rehearsal.    She glanced at Lambert.    His smile flashed
eagerly.    She saw that his eyes were glowing.    Before such utter
belief, her nerves steadied.
The announcer bent to his microphone. " The Vale-Hatter Com-
pany, makers of Blue Label coffee, presents the Pause for Peace,
featuring Lambert Dorcas at the piano and Gabrielle Livingston in
song. Mr. Dorcas' first selection will be his own composition Prayer
to the Hills, with vocal rendition by Miss Livingston."
, To skilled accompaniment, the stirring words soared from
Gabrielle's throat. If her voice had been good at rehearsal, it was
matchless now. To Gabrielle, this song was a personal, as well as an
inclusive, prayer. It was for all the world, but it was also for Kit,
close to war's threatening shadow; for her brothers; for Jeffry and
Rufus; for Sue's husband and Julia's. It was for the sons she expected
to have some day, for the daughters who would rear other sons to tall,
strong living.
The comments that followed the " Pause for Peace " programme
were like waves that washed a hither-to quiet shore. Nicholas Hatter
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